THE 

Haughs  of  Crumdel  ; 

Uvmg  a  fair  acmmt  oj  that  Memorable 
Battle  fought  hij  the  Gi^eat  Montrose 
and  the  Clans,  against  Oliver 
Cromwell ; 

To  which  are  added, 

Dhe  Broom  of  Cowdenknowes, 
The  Highland  Plaid. 


STIRLING^ 
Prtni^d  und  Sold,  Whohsak  and  Metail^ 
by  W.  Macnis,  Booki«?lkr 


THE  HAUGHS  OF  CBUMDEL, 


As  I  came  in  by  Auchendown, 
A  little  wee  bit  frae  the  toWHj 
Uuto  the  Hlghknds  I  was  baund, 
To  view  the  Haughs  of  Crumdel. 

Sing  tanderadel,  tanteradel,  tanderadel, 
Unto  the  Highlands  I  was  bound, 
To  view  the  Haughs  of  CrumdeJ* 

I  met  a  man  In  tartan  trews, 
I  8pler*d  at  him  what  was  the  news? 
Says  hej  the  Highland  army  rud«, 
That  ere  thay  came  to  Crumdel, 

Lord  Liviagston  i^ode  from  Invetness, 
Our  Highland  lads  for  to  distress, 
And  has  brought  us  a'  into  disgrace, 
Upon  the  Haughs  'of  Cramdel. 
Sing,  &c. 

The  English  General  he  did  say, 
We^ii  give  the  Mighknd  lads  fair  play, 
We*il  souiid  our  trumpets^  and  give 
And  wf^ken  them  at  Qui^idelo 
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Says  Livingstone  I  hold  it  bestj 
To  catch  thesn  lurking  in  their  ne^tj 
The  Highland  lads  we  will  distressj 
And  ho^gh  them  dowa  at  CriimdeL 
Sing,  &Cc» 

So  they  were  In  bedj  Sir,  ev*ry  one, 
When  the  English  army  on  them  carne, 
And  a  bloody  battle  soon  began. 
Upon  the  llaugh  of  CroradeU 
SJng,  &c. 

The  English  horse  they  were  so  rude. 
They  bathed  their  hoves  in  Highland  blood, 
©ur  noble  clans  most  firmly  stood, 
Upon  the  Haugh  of  CromdeL 
Sing/^c» 

But  our  noble  clans  they  could  not  stay, 
Out  o'er  the  hill  they  ran  away, 
And  sore  they  do  lament  the  day. 
That  e'er  they  came  to  Crumdel. 
Sing,  &c. 

Says  great  Montrose  I  must  not  stay,  j 
Wilt  thou  iirect  the  nearest  may, 
For  o*€r  the  hills  111  go  this  day, 
And  see  the  haughs  of  CrumdeL 
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Alas!  my  Lord  you  are  not  strong, 
YouVe  scarcely  got  two  thousand  me% 
There's  twenty  thausaud  an  the  plaia, 
Lies  rank  and  file  at  Crumdel. 
Sing,  &c. 

Says  great  Montrose  I  will  not  stay, 
So  direct  to  me  the  nearest  way, 
For  o'er  the  hill  I'll  go  this  day, 
And  see  the  Haugh  of  GrumdeL 
Sing,  &c. 

They  were  at  dinner  ev'ry  man, 
When  great  Montrose  upon  them  canfje, 
And  a  second  battle  soon  began 
Upon  the  haughs  of  CrumdeL 

Sing,  &c. 

Tlie  Grants,  M*Ken2ies,  and  M'Kays^ 
As  sooa's  Montrose  they  did  espy, 
They  staod  and  fought  f till  manfully, 
Upon  the  haughs  of  Crumiiel. 
Sing,  &c* 

The  M'Doaalds  they  return*d  again^l 
The  Camerons  did  their  standards  JoIrj 
M-Intoshes  play'd  a  bonny  game, 
Upon  the  haughs  of  GruTadd, 

Singj  ^G.  ' 
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The  M*Phersons  fought  like  lions  boldj 
McGregors  none  eouW  them  contrortl^ 
M'Lachlan*s  fought  with  valiant?  souls, 
Upon  the  haughs  of  CrumdeL 
Sing,  &c. 

Macleans,  M*Dougals,  and  M  Niels, 
So  boldly  as  they  took  the  field. 
And  made  their  enemies  to  yield, 
Upon  the  haughs  of  Crumdei. 
SIngy  &c. 

The  Gordens  boldy  did  advance^ 
The  Frascrs  fought  with  sword  and  lance, 
The  Grahams  they  made  their  heuds  to  dance. 
Upon  the  haughs  of  CrumdeL 
Sing,  &c. 

The  Royal  Stewarts  and  Monroes, 
So  boldly  as  they  fac'^  their  foes, 
And  brought  them  down  with  handy  blows^ 
Upon  the  haughs  of  Crumdel.3 
Sing,  &c. 

Oat  of  twenty  thousand  Eoglishmen, 
Five  hundred  fled  to  Aberdeen, 
The  rest  of  them  they  were  ail  i^WiUp 
Upon  the  haughs  of  CrumdeLj 
Sing,  &c. 
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THE  HIGHLAND  VJ^kW. 

Lowland  lassie,  wilt  thou  go. 

Where  the  hills  are  clad  wi*  snow  $ 

Where,  beneath  the  icy  steepi 

The  hardy  shepherd  tends  his  sheep  ? 

Ill  nor  wae  shall  thee  hetide, 

When  row'd  within  my  Highland  Plaid* 

Soon  the  voice  of  cheerie  spring, 
Will  gar  a*  our  plantins  rifig  5 
Soon  our  bonnie  heather  braes, 
Will  put  on  their  summer  duet; 
On  the  mou train's  sunnie  side, 
We'll  lean  1^  on  my  Highland  Plaid. 

When  the  summer  spreads  the  fiowerSi 
Busks  the  glens  in  leafy  bovvers, 
Then  we*ll  seek  the  cauler  shed, 
item  m  on  the  primrose  be^j 
While  the  burning  hours  preside, 
1*11  screen  thee  wi'  my  Highland  Plaid. 

Then  WU  leave  the  sheep  and  goat, 
I  will  launch  the  bonnie  boat, 
Skim  the  loch  in  can  tie  glee, 
Eest  the  QMS  to  pleasure  thee^ 


Whea  chilly  breezes  sweep  the  tide, 
I'll  hap  thee  wl*  my  Highland  Plaid- 
Lowland  lads  may  dress  mair  fine, 
Woo  ia  words  mair  safe  than  nuiie  | 
Lowland  lads  hae  mair  o'  art, 
A'  my  ^boast's  an  honest  heart, 
Whilk  shall  ever  be  my  pride^-^ 
To  row  thee  in  nay  Highland  Pl^id. 

Bomue  lad,  ye've  been  sae  lea!, 
My  h^art  wad  break  at  our  farewell  | 
Lang  your  love  has  made  i^e  feiPg 

'  Tak  me~tak  me  for  your  ain  I 
^Cro33  the  Frith,  away  tbey  glide, 

*  Young  Bonald  and  his  Lowland  biidt* 


THE  mOOm  OF  COWDENKNOWEi. 

How  blythe  was  I  il&  mors  to  m^^ 

My  swain  come  o*er  the  hill  i 
He  lespM  the  brook  and        to  tat^ 

I  met  him  wi*  giide^wiii, 

0  the  broom  tlie  boniiy,  bonny  bi-oam^ 
'We  broom  of  Cowden  kuov«^e$, 

1  wish  I  was  wiUj  n^y  dear  swab? 
Wi*  hia  pipe  and  my  ewes. 
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I  neither  wanted  ewe  nor  lam^, 
While  his  flock  rounil  me  lay. 

He  gathered  in  my  sheep  at  night, 
And  cheered  me  all  the  day* 
O  the  broom,  &c. 

H«  tun*d  his  pips  and  reed  sae  sweety 
The  birds  stood  listening  hy  y 

The  fleecy  flock  stood  still  and  gaz*d^ 
Cbarm'd  wl*  his  melody, 
O  the  broom,  4c. 

While  thus  we  spent  om  time,  by  turns, 
Betwixt  our  flocks  and  play, 

I  envy*d  not  the  fairest  dame, 
Though  e*er  so  rich  and  gay, 
0  the  broom,  &c* 

He  did  oblige  me  every  hour, 

Could  I  but  faithful  be, 
He  stole  my  heart,  couid  I  refuse^ 

What^er  ha  ^sk^d  of  mt * 
©  tlia  broom^ 

Hard  fate  that  I  mmi  hmWn^A 
Gmg  hep^vily  and  moim^ 

that  mm  y^t  fir^i  barn. 
.  0  tb  bx^m) 


